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Steel Panther had recently begun a tour of North America which would further promote their sophomore 
album Balls Out. This was the third tour of the country that they had been on this cycle, and would be the 
last for a short period of time. This was because they were due to go into the studio to record their third 


album which, at that time, was yet unnamed. 


The tour had taken the band to Cleveland, Ohio, and had left Ralph staying alone in yet another hotel room. The 
room was silent, bathed with the orange haze of the setting sun sinking below the Cleveland skyline. The queen 
size bed had been draped in the hotel's exclusive Sweet Dreams branding of brilliant white bed linen. Across 
the bottom of the bed ran a thick black strip of material, adorned in large silver swirls which had been sewn 


into the fabric. Sitting on the black material was a round silver tray that had been covered with a silver 


domed lid. 


Steam escaped from the bathroom as the door was opened. Ralph stepped through the threshold of the door 
dressed in a pair of dark grey tracksuit pants and a white vest. Portions of his skin glistened in the light 


coming through the windows as it was still slightly damp from the shower that he had just taken. His blonde 
wavy hair was soaking wet. He had brought out a small, clean towel with him. Ralph bent forwards, flicking his 
hair over his head and proceeded to dry sections of his hair by surrounding it with the towel and rubbing his 
hands together. After repeating this six times, Ralph threw the towel to one side, and stood up straight, 
flicking his hair behind him. Ruffling his hair in his hands, Ralph took a moment to look out of the window. 


Being on the thirteenth floor meant that no one on the ground could see him watching them. His eyes followed 
a group of people he gathered had come from the Rock 'n' Roll Hall of Fame which was down the street from 
the hotel. At the back of the group were two men who were walking with an arm around each other's waist. 
They stopped on the corner of the street to hug and kiss each other. A gut wrenching pang filled Ralph's 


chest, causing him to turn away as his eyes filled with warm tears. 
"Fuck" He whispered to himself as he ran his fingers through his damp hair. 


It had been two months since the relationship between Ralph Saenz and Russ Parrish of hard rock band Steel 
Panther had been broken off. Since that night, he had left text messages, voice mails, and handwritten 
messages for the guitarist, all of which were not returned. He was so desperate to be able to have a chance 
to rekindle the relationship, but Russ had shown him more than once that it just wasn't an option. Whenever 
an opportunity presented itself for Russ and Ralph to be alone, Russ would either leave the room, or get 


someone else to join their conversation. 


When Russ had left him, Ralph found himself sat on his front doorstep crying well into the night. For two days 
afterward, Ralph refused to get out of his bed since he had used bed linen which smelt of his lover. The only 
reason Ralph was not there still was because he needed to collect his wife and their two children from the 
airport. The linen he had used was placed in its usual space, at the back of the linen closet, and Ralph knew 
that it would never come out again, except for the moments where he was alone and wanted a reminder of 
the time he had spent with Russ. He had barely eaten in the past two months and whenever he did, it would 
only make him feel sick He had given up drinking alcohol and smoking cigarettes. Everything which made him 
the person he used to be had just disappeared. Ralph missed his ex partner more than he thought he could 
bear. Though he was married with children, there was still a gaping hole in his life, one that nothing, except 


Russ and his affection, could fill. 


The first time Ralph and Russ had seen each other after the incident was at a show in the House of Blues in 
Las Vegas. Ralph was both excited and dreading seeing Russ. He was hoping that the younger man had a change 
of heart during the week that they had been apart and wanted to get back together. However, when he 
arrived at the venue on the day of the show, he discovered that Russ had brought his fiance Kelly to the 
venue and they were already discussing venues for the wedding. The moment he had seen the two of them 
together, Ralph bolted from the scene, locked himself in his dressing room and refused to come out until the 


show, claiming that he was suffering from a sore throat. 


The times after that first show, the tension between the guitarist and singer was still uneasy. So much so 
that when Ralph approached Russ to talk about something technical to do with a song they wanted to play in 
the show, Russ brought their manager, Glen into the conversation. After that had happened, Ralph decided 


simply not to approach Russ with anything at all, instead opting to talk to either one of the crew, Darren, or 
Travis about an issue he had. Ralph knew that he couldn't trust himself around the guitarist, even on stage 
when his was playing the character of Michael Starr. Whenever Russ feigned dry humping his leg, Ralph would 
tense to the point of near vomiting until Russ left him to play a solo or talk to a girl in the crowd. 


Now they were on tour, the pair was left alone more times than what they were comfortable with. However, 
Ralph had been able to refrain from making conversation with Russ outside of the interviews which they had 
to do together. Something which helped him to do this was the fact that at every available opportunity, Kelly 
would call Russ to talk about yet another decision to be made about their impending wedding. From the greeting 
of "Hey baby" to the final "I love you" of the phone call, the entire conversations were hard for Ralph to be 
able to listen to. Though he tried to block the sound of Russ’ voice out, he found himself unable to; he found 
himself listening to every word his ex lover said. He felt that they were words which should have been said to 
him, and maybe would have been in time, if Russ hadn't taken the noble road in making an honest woman out 


of the girl he was going to marry. 


Ralph looked at the clock hanging up on the wall. He mentally noted that Russ and Kelly would now be involved 
in yet another phone call. His face contorted with disgust as he sat himself on the bed. He shifted himself to 
the middle of the bed, sat himself cross legged, and pulled the room service tray toward him. He leaned back 
to pick up the remote for the 42 inch television and pressed the power button until the television speakers 
clicked. Ralph then tossed the remote behind him and resigned himself to watching an episode of the Maury 
talk show. The title of the segment currently being aired was "I will prove that my boyfriend is cheating with 
my best friend". 


"At least your boyfriend acknowledges your fucking existence," he said absentmindedly. 


Ralph lifted the lid on the room service tray and placed it beside him. He had ordered himself a plain cheese 
pizza which was only nine inches in diameter along with two bottles of Budwiser beer. Ralph laughed to himself 
as he noticed that the pizza had been cut into four sections despite its size. Tucking his fingers under one of 
the slices, Ralph brought the tip to his lips. He inhaled the smell of mozzarella cheese into his system, closing 
his eyes as he did so. Opening his mouth, his long, light pink tongue stretched past his lips slightly. He took a 
large bite out of the pizza, the taste of cheese, tomato and grease filling his mouth. He moaned contently as 
he chewed the food in his mouth and tossed the remainder of the slice back onto the plate. He opened his 
brown eyes and felt a sight more content from the temporary distraction 


The hotel room grew darker as hours wore on. Ralph had brought himself to turn on a solitary lamp which sat 
by the bed He had put the room service tray on the floor along with an empty glass bottle of the beer he 
had ordered. The blond had moved himself back to prop himself up against the headboard with the five pillows 
that had been placed on the bed by housekeeping. He rubbed his bare feet together as he engrossed himself in 
an episode of Intervention. This particular episode told the story of a woman named Kathy, a forty year old 
mother of three who had been using crack cocaine and sniffing lighter fluid by the can for the last fifteen 


years. 


Ralph watched as Kathy's secret past of molestation, abuse and becoming a widow at the age of twenty five 


was broadcast to the nation When she began to talk about the husband she had lost as a result of his being 
Killed in Action with the US Army and the void that had been left inside of her as a consequence, Ralph felt a 
knowing twisting in his guts. He was beginning to miss Russ again, not helped by the fact that his room was 
only down the hall from his. His mind began to wander to the man he would regularly share a bed with on 
tours. Ralph knew that he would now be talking to Kelly about how in love they had become, how lovely their 
wedding was going to be, and how bright their future was looking now that Russ had made the commitment to 
her that he had been holding off for the last two years. He sighed heavily and screwed his eyes closed as 
tears rolled down his cheeks. Bringing his knees up to his chest, his shoulders heaved as he sobbed into his 
knees. 


Quickly, the singer uncoiled himself and climbed off of the bed, with a bottle of beer in hand. He ruffled his 
blond locks again as he walked across the room to the desk which sat next to the television He slammed the 
glass bottle onto the desk top causing some of the amber liquid to spill out of the top onto his hand. Sitting on 
the wooden chair that had been placed in front of the desk, he licked the beer from his skin, and he opened 
each of the drawers looking for a pen and piece of paper. Finding what he was looking for the bottom drawer, 
he threw them both on the desktop. He stared at the pad of yellow paper and black biro, taking a moment to 
collect his thoughts. Tears flowed freely down his face when he drew a sigh. He then pulled the lid off of the 


pen and began scrawling across the page. 


If this note doesn’t make sense to you at times, please forgive me. My emotions right now don't really make sense, 
but you need fo know how | feel once and for all, however that might come out. Since you've been gone. since 
you've been gone, a huge void has grown inside me, a space where you and your affection used to be. No matter 
how much Ive tried fo fill the gap with Jocelyn, the kids, or the band the hole's just gotten bigger and bigger. One 
of these days, Im sure that this emptiness will consume me and leave nothing but a shell behind Maybe that's 
already happened, since | am nothing without you. The joy you gave me has gone, the colour you filled my life with 
has gone, my blue skies painted grey. The moment you left me, everything lost its meaning, its light, its value. 
Everything is so meaningless now. The home | live in, the car | drive, the woman | live with, the children | have sired, 
the cologne you used to get for me when Christmas and my birthday rolled around, my life. None of that means a 
single thing if | dont have you, if | cant have you My life means nothing | breathe merely to exist, and Im not so 
sure that | even want to do that anymore. You taught me how fo live. now that you're gone. you seem to be 
teaching me how to die. When you don't return my texts or phone calls, when you walk out of a room when you 
notice that we would be alone together, its ike a thousand knives are plunged into my chest and twisted The pain | 
feel when I realise that you can't be with me in the most innocent of circumstances. | would rather die than carry 
on feeling lke this In the five years we were together, you were the one person who understood me, who wanted 
fo break my code, who wanted fo know everything about me, and show me that there was so much more to my 
life than what was already in it. You were, and still are, the missing piece of the puzzle. | had been wanting fo feel 
complete for so long, then you came along and that was if. | was Ralph Michael Saenz. | was complete. Then you 
left and a part of Ralph went with you. Maybe | should be grateful that my puzzle was complete for as long as it 
was. | can't be. | cannot be grateful for something which | no longer have. To be complete is something which | long 
for, to be yours is something which I crave. | will do whatever it fakes fo bring you back to me. F | need to leave 
the band, the city, the state, the country, fine, | will do that. F youre not coming back then | need to know now, 
so | can decide what to do next. You said that you didnt want fo pull me into your depression. | didnt realise that 
sparing me your sadhess meant plunging me into my own. Maybe | should just let myself drown in this sadness, it 


would be far less painful than what | am feeling now. If love is meant to be this painful, | would rather die. | would 
rather love you and have you love me than die. Since that is not going to happen now; maybe my death would 
benefit the both of us. 


His eyes ran over the page, making sure he had made no mistakes, spelling or otherwise. Though he was almost 
certain that nothing was going to come of his delivering the note to Russ, he wanted it to be perfect. He didn't 
want Russ to feel sorry for him anymore than he probably already did. Pity was something Ralph never 


handled well, more so when it was being directed to him, even more so when it was Russ hosting the pity 


party. 


When Ralph was satisfied that the letter was as acceptable as he could make it, he folded the paper into three 
sections so no one would be able to see the contents unless they opened it. He turned the paper over and 
scribbled something on the back of the letter before flipping it over again and writing Russ' name on the front. 
He stared at the name on the envelope and he was suddenly filled with a sense of fear. What if he couldn't 
give Russ the letter? What if he chickened out? Would things improve by themselves, or would they get worse 
over time? Would Russ always want to avoid him at every available opportunity? Would it always hurt so 


intensely every time Russ walked into a room, saw Ralph alone then walked out again? 


Ralph needed to silence the thoughts, put an end to the questions. He needed to stop the pain. In one swift 
mouthful, he consumed the rest of the beer that was in the bottle. Tossing the bottle in the trash can, Ralph 
realised that the buzz he was getting from the alcohol wasn't even beginning to soothe the pain in his chest or 
the swirling of constant questions in his head. 


He stood up and made his way back to the bed, taking a look out of the window. The sky around Ralph's eye 
line was a dark yellow with the pollution that all of the artificial lights in Cleveland produced. As Ralph's gaze 
travelled slowly upward, the hue of the sky grew darker and darker, until it was jet black. For the first time in 
days, Ralph could see the white pin pricks of stars, burning in the sky hundreds of thousands of miles away 
from him. He wondered to himself how quiet it was in that sky, if he would be able to silence his thoughts, 
even for a few minutes. Shaking his head, his gaze returned to the cityscape which was now littered by 
artificial light. Again, his mind began to wander. He thought about the lives of the people that casually strolled 


the pavements below him. 


Were they plagued with thoughts of forbidden lovers? Were they hurting like he was? Would any of them be 
able to contemplate that the great Michael Starr, womaniser extraordinaire, was in love with another man? He 
laughed as he scolded himself, he knew that those people wouldn't even care, the same as Russ didn't care 
what he thought, or how he felt. If he did, then he wouldn't have ended their relationship, wouldn't have even 
thought about doing so. However, he had done just that, and that was something Ralph just could not accept. 


Standing at the side of the bed, Ralph picked up the domed lid of the room service tray and turned it over. 
Taped to the inside of the bowl was a clear cellophane bag which contained a white powder - cocaine. When 
Ralph had ordered room service, he had also requested fifty dollars worth of cocaine. The moment he had 
made that request, the concierge disconnected the call. Then, two minutes later, a bell boy telephoned the 


room and asked how much cocaine Ralph wanted, told him where he would be able to find it, and also when to 


pay for his drugs. 


Pulling the bag from the inside of the dome, Ralph felt the substance inside shift beneath his fingers. There 
was more in there than he thought there would be. He had taken the drug when he had moved to Los Angeles 
in his early twenties. At the time, every young guy who was into the Glam Metal scene used cocaine, usually 
to make the nights of trawling up and down the Sunset Strip going from strip club to rock venue that little 
but more exciting. Back then, baggies of cocaine were much smaller than the one he was now holding in his 
hand because there was such a huge demand for it and very little supply to those outside of the signed bands 
on the Strip, such as Motley Crue and Guns N' Roses. 


Putting the lid back on the bed, Ralph made his way back to the desk he had been writing his letter to Russ 
on, and placed the baggie carefully on the table. He then paced to the smaller of the two suitcases he had 
brought with him and knelt on the carpet. Laying it down, he unzipped the bag, and threw it open. Sitting on top 
of a small pile of clothes was a small rectangular mirror he had stolen from Travis when they were in the 
restroom of Cleveland Hopkins airport. Taking the mirror out of the suitcase gave him opportunity to look at 
himself. He angled the mirror up to his hair as he swiped it away from his face, and then lowered the mirror. 
Ralph stood up once more and walked back to the desk. He lowered himself into the chair and picked up his 
wallet which was sat on the desk. Opening it up, he took out his black American Express credit card, checking 
the edges for any debris from his wallet. Finding none, he took out a twenty dollar bill, closed his wallet, threw 
it down on the desk again, and settled himself in the chair. 


The twenty dollar bill was placed to one side for a moment, as was Ralph's credit card. Ralph carefully opened 
the baggie in one corner and poured the white powder onto the reflective side of the mirror. Picking up his 
credit card, Ralph used it to cut off a small section of cocaine and guided it to the middle of the mirror. He 
then sectioned the narcotic into three one inch lines which were an eighth of an inch thick. Placing the plastic 
down so the section which had been dipped in the cocaine was on the mirror rather than on the desk, Ralph 
picked up the bill he had fished out of his wallet. The paper felt soft and crinkled against his fingers as he 
rolled it sideways into a makeshift straw. He tapped the ends of the now rolled up bill so there was no chance 
of it unraveling. When he was satisfied with his bill, Ralph leant over the mirror. Closing his left nostril by 
pushing against the side of his nose with his left hand, he held the bill in his right hand with one end of the bill 
inside his right nostril, the other at the beginning of the first powdery white line. Ralph then sharply inhaled, 
sucking up the white powder into his nose as he traveled along the line. When the line was completely gone, 
Ralph straightened himself and tipped his head back, keeping his left nostril closed, sniffing sharply as he did so, 


to ensure that there was no cocaine left in his nostril. 


Ralph went on to snort another twelve lines of cocaine, totalling thirteen lines in all. All that was left of the 
substance outside of Ralph's system was a fine dusting on the mirror and credit card Ralph had used. To 
eliminate all traces of the narcotic, he licked both surfaces clean, before rinsing the two objects with water 


from the sink in the bathroom and drying them with a towel. 


The next five minutes was spent with Ralph standing in front of the window. His back was turned to it and he 
stared a vacant hole into the wall in front of him. His cell phone had rung a total of nine times, all of which 


went unanswered, in fact, Ralph hadn't even moved. The forty seven year old had formulated a plan in his mind 


which entailed allowing him to compose himself for a short time directly after snorting the cocaine. Then, he 
would take his letter to Russ’ room, knock on the door, hand it to the guitarist, then return to his room to 


ride out the rest of the high. 


Ralph sucked a long, deep breath into his lungs. When his chest was fully expanded, a sharp stabbing pain shot 
through his thorax, quickly taking the wind out of him. He sucked air through his teeth in an attempt to stop 
him crying out in pain. With his right hand clutching his chest, Ralph took slow breaths to ease the pain in his 
chest. When it was mildly tolerable, Ralph began to walk forward. After taking three steps, another pain shot 
through him. The pain was so intense that yellow bile was forced through his digestive system and projected 
out of his mouth onto the carpet. Ralph doubled over with pain searing through his chest, stomach and head. 
His stomach convulsed, sending another measure of light orange vomit sailing onto the cream carpet. His brown 
eyes were streaming with hot tears, clear mucus flowed from his nose, and long strands of phlegm dripped 


from his mouth. 


He was now beginning to panic. The moment the pain had started ransacking his chest; Ralph knew that he had 
overdosed on cocaine. The experience wasn't new to him, as he had done so when he was twenty two. However, 
in that instance, his symptoms were purely psychological. On that trip twenty five years ago, he had had 
intense hallucinations of pink rabbits bursting into the room, walking on their hind legs, and ripping out his 
intestines with their front paws to wear around their necks as a high fashion accessory. In that moment, 
clutching his chest and vomiting on the floor, Ralph thought to himself that he would have rather preferred 


hallucinations of the same sort than what was happening to him now. 


Ralph stumbled over to the desk, making sure that he didn't step into the puddle of vomit on the floor, even 
though some of the bodily fluid was already on his bare feet. He wiped his nose on the back of his left hand. 
There was a warm, wet sensation on his hand. Slowly, he drew his hand back. It was as though time had slowed 
down when he did so. The edges of his hand were hazy. Screwing his eyes shut then quickly opening them again 
only made the situation worse. All that he could see was that his hand was covered in blood. Carefully 
straightening himself to ease the degree of pain he was in, he looked down to his chest. His white vest, right 
hand, and right forearm were stained crimson with his blood. 


Feeling his entire body begin to shake, Ralph knew that he had to sit down before he fell down, even if he had 
to sit on the floor. However, when he shifted his weight forward slightly, he felt as though the Earth's spin 
had gone off kilter. In slow motion, he could see the floor come hurtling toward his face. He wanted to break 
his fall with his arm but found that he couldn't move his body. Landing on the carpet, Ralph's head made a 


sickening thud on the floor, knocking him unconscious. 


Steel Panther's guitarist, Russ Parrish, had taken the opportunity of a rare night off from tour, to indulge 
himself. After gorging on room service until his toned stomach bloated, he drew himself a steaming hot bath. 
While the large plastic tub was filling with water, Russ stood at the end of the king sized bed he would be 
sleeping alone in and laid his suitcase on the bed. He unzipped the lid and flipped it open A familiar scent wafted 
from the case as it was opened. Russ closed his eyes for a moment as he inhaled the scent. He opened his 
eyes and looked down to his feet. It was Jean Paul Gaultier. With the realisation came a wrenching of his gut. 


Every year for five years, Russ would buy Ralph a fifty millilitre bottle of the Le Male cologne for Christmas 


and his birthday. One year, when Russ had taken a vacation with his fiancée Kelly, he had bought a bottle of 
the cologne but it was been damaged, causing the liquid to leak all over his suitcase and the clothes inside. His 
eyes rose to the contents of his suitcase. Without a second thought, Russ rifled through his clothes trying to 
get to the bottom of the suitcase. His fingers grasped a piece of thick and soft material. Grasping the material 
in his hand, he fished his prize out of the suitcase and looked at it. It was a pair of black socks. Feeling the 
socks run through his fingers, Russ smiled to himself. He then bundled the socks into one hand and buried his 
nose within the material and closed his eyes. Memories of the times he had spent with Ralph ran through his 


mind with each inhale of the cologne. 


Russ tore himself away from the pair of socks and threw them against the headboard of the bed as tears 
ran down his face. Every single night on this tour, Russ’ hotel rooms had always been next door to Ralph's. 
The pain of not being able to enjoy that man the way that he used to, the way that he wanted to, was too 
much for him to bear. Though, in his heart of hearts, he knew that he had done the right thing by breaking 
off their relationship. If their affair had ever been uncovered, far too many people would get hurt, far too 
many lives would be destroyed as a result, and that was something which Russ wouldn't have been able to live 


with. 


He pulled out a pair of black boxer shorts, black three quarter length sweat pants, and a black vest and placed 
them in a pile next to the case. His suitcase was then zipped back up and carried over to the closet he had 
retrieved it from. As he made his way back over to the bed, Russ lifted his white t-shirt over his head, 
exposing his toned abdomen and washboard stomach to the cool air of the air conditioned room. Standing at the 
end of the bed again, Russ turned the shirt inside out so he would be able to distinguish the clothes he had 
and hadn't worn as the tour progressed. Placing the shirt on the bed, Russ turned his attention to the black 
denim jeans he had on His thumbs sank below his pant line either side of the brass button holding his jeans 
together, and the index and middle fingers of his right hand coiled around the buttonhole. With one swift 
movement of his fingers and thumbs, he unbuttoned his jeans. Pulling his hands free of his jeans, Russ turned 
and made his way to the bathroom to check the level of the water in the bathtub. Seeing that he needed to 
hurry and undress himself, Russ unzipped his flies and pushed his jeans over his firm backside. His pants 
brushed against his muscular thighs and down his calves until he could step out of them. Next, his white loose 


fitting boxer shorts made the same course as his jeans, and joined them on the floor. 


Wiping the soles of his bare feet against his naked calves, Russ walked over to the bath tub and turned the 
tap off. Carefully, he stepped into the bath, and lowered himself into the hot water. His entire body tensed as 
he took a moment to adjust to the temperature of the water. Russ sank into the water and laid himself down 
in the tub so the water was lapping around his neck and over his pectorals. He sighed heavily as his eyes 
fluttered closed. Russ ran his hands over his stomach, trying to ease the discord which remained in his gut 
from the reminder of Ralph which was sitting on the bed. 


Taking a deep breath, Russ slowly slid down the bathtub, submerging his head beneath the water. For a 
moment, Russ could hear nothing. Then, a second later, he could hear his thoughts rattling around his head. 
Every thought that was in his head was, in one way or another, about Ralph. His mind was telling him that he 
had made a mistake. Their relationship continued when Ralph had gotten engaged to Jocelyn. he only reason 
they took a six month hiatus from their relationship when Ralph had gotten married, was because Russ 


wanted to give them a chance to have a full and happy relationship. Russ knew that Ralph and Jocelyn were 
happy together, there was no way that he could deny that. Russ was overjoyed that Ralph found happiness. 
Did it matter that it wasn't with him? 


Of course it mattered. Russ gave Ralph things that Jocelyn was unable to. He gave him someone to talk to; not 
only about band things, but about the personal things. Russ was the one Ralph went to when his self-esteem 
was through the floor, when he was scared to commit to Jocelyn, when he was afraid of being a father. It 
wasn't Jocelyn that he aired his concerns to. It wasn't Jocelyn who's hotel room he visited in the small hours 


of the morning because he was driven to desperation with enamour. 


After everything he had done for Ralph, Russ was hurt that he not only married Jocelyn, but committed 
himself to her. Russ felt cheated, that it should have been him. It should have been him walking down the aisle 
to a harpist's rendition of the Wedding March. It should have been him saying "I do" with tears of joy 
streaming down his face. It should have been him telling Ralph how wonderful he had made life, how much he 


was looked forward to the future, kissing him into a new life. 


Russ quickly sat up causing the water to slap against the sides of the tub and splash on the floor. His ears 
popped as water escaped them. He wiped his eyes with his hands then opened them, staring at the wall to 
focus his vision. Russ gasped for air, the sound of his voice becoming slightly raspier. Russ speedily grabbed a 
sponge and some shower gel then washed and rinsed his body before throwing himself out of the bath to dry 
and dress himself. 


Once fully dressed, Russ stood in front of the full length mirror next to the hotel room's television and 
preened himself. A plan began to formulate in his head. Russ was going to go to Ralph's room next door, 
profess his love for the singer then hopefully save their relationship. While Russ was making sure his boxers 
and sweat pants were sitting on his hips properly, he was muttering phrases to himself. He only had one 
chance to say what he needed to, and he didn't want to mess this up. 


‘| love you." he said softly to his reflection, "Yeah. keep it simple." 


Russ smoothed down his vest over his torso and took one last look at himself in the mirror. Feeling satisfied 
with his appearance, he turned and made his way to the door. He stopped. He'd forgotten to put shoes on. The 
only shoes he had out were his light grey Converse slip on shoes. If he were to wear those, then he would 
need socks. The only socks out of his case were the ones which were soaked in Ralph's cologne. Not wanting to 
particularly bother with getting his suitcase out again for a pair of socks, Russ shook his head and opened the 
door. When he opened the door, he heard raised voices and the sound of a police radio. 


"The man's been identified by a friend as Ralph Saenz, that's Sierra, Alpha, Echo, November, Zulu. Received?" 


Russ’ heart leapt into his mouth. Not even bothering to make sure he had his room key in the first place, 
Russ threw the latch on the door and bolted out into the hallway. He was met with the site of two paramedics 
wheeling a stretcher out of Ralph's room. Russ silently hoped to himself that he had simply misheard the 
name the officer had given to his station and waited until he could see who was lying on the stretcher. Sure 


enough, Russ saw Ralph's characteristic mess of wavy blond hair, and the sleeve of tattoos which covered his 
right arm. When Russ saw that his hair and skin were stained red with blood, it was as though something had 
taken the wind out of him. 


"Russ." a male voice called, Russ remained unflinching, focused solely on where the medics were taking Ralph, 
"Russ!" 


Knowing that he couldn't ignore the person calling him for much longer, Russ shook his head clear of thoughts 
and looked up ahead of him. Standing on the other side of Ralph's stretcher, were his two band mates, Darren 
and Travis. The pair moved to one side as Ralph was wheeled past them, down the corridor toward the 


elevator. They then made their way to Russ. 
"What happened?" Russ asked worriedly. 


"I heard him throwing up through the wall," Travis started, "At first, | didn't think anything of it, but then 


there were just these horrible screams of pain and this massive thud. Something wasn't right, y'know." 
Russ’ face contorted with concern, "What made him like that?" 

Darren shook his head, "The manager of the hotel opened the door and they found an empty baggie." 
"Drugs?!" Russ exclaimed then ran down to Ralph's room. 

"Russ, where are you going?" Travis asked. 


Russ ignored his bassist and burst into Ralph's room. There was a Crime Scene Investigation team taking 
photographs of the room. They seemed particularly interested in the en suite bathroom. Russ could hear them 
talking, two men and one woman. They were talking about how so many rock stars think that they can just 
waste their lives by taking drugs and playing "noise" instead of music. 


Instead of picking a fight with these people, Russ continued to look for something which could give him some 
sort of clue as to why Ralph would not only take drugs, but take enough to make him overdose, and whether 
he had intended to do so. His grey eyes scanned the room, making sure not to pay too much attention to the 
blood and vomit on the floor. His gaze stopped when he saw a folded piece of paper from a yellow legal pad. 
Looking around to make sure that no other members of the Crime Scene Investigation team had entered the 
room, Russ quietly walked over to the desk it was sat on. Casting his eyes down, he saw that his name had 
been scribbled across the paper. He checked his surroundings once more before picking up the paper, making 
sure that he did not make a sound. Once the folded paper was in his hands, he made a quick exit. 


Looking down the corridor, Russ noticed that the medics were still waiting for the elevator to come up to their 
floor so Ralph could be taken to the closest hospital. A pang of guilt ransacked the man's muscular body. He 
knew that he was to blame for what happened to his lover. The actions that he had taken after breaking off 


their relationship were cruel at the best of times. However, he thought that his intentions were for the best. 


He didn't want to hurt Ralph by having him engaged in conversation, so would often invite other people to offer 
opinion Russ couldn't trust himself to be alone with the singer, so made it so that the opportunity for them 


to be alone was never risen. 


"Are you coming to the hospital?" Travis asked, approaching Russ from behind, "Darren's going in the 
ambulance and l'm going to steal Glen's rental." 


Russ turned on his heels to face Travis and nodded, "Sure, | just need to grab some shoes, I'll meet you in the 


lobby." he answered. 


Travis nodded at his band mate and made his way down the hallway as the elevator had arrived for the 
medics. Russ turned again and watched Travis hang back so the medics could get Ralph inside the elevator 
cage before letting Darren in He could hear Travis say that he was going to wait for Russ, so would get the 
next elevator down. Russ turned again and walked to his hotel room. He turned the folded note over in his 


hands to open it when he discovered that Ralph had also written on the back of the note. 


Beneath the stains of time 
The feelings disappear 
You are someone else 


| am stil right here 


What have | become 
My sweetest friend 


